
r EJcj dlEJ lBIEIBIcJ aElSM/HTc 


PJSISfe 


F v r^agr c ~^- 

A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

Hit with Cupids archery, 

Sinke in apple of his eye. 

When his loue he doth efpy. 

Let her fliine as glorioufly 
As the Venus of the sky. 

When thou wak’ft,if (he be by. 

Beg of her for remedy. 

Enter Pucke. 

Tuc’te, Captaine of our Fairy band, 

Helena is heere at hand. 

And the youth,miftooke by me. 

Pleading for a Louers fee. 

Shall we their fond Pageant fee ? 

Lord, what fooles thefe mortals be ! 

O&.Stand afidc : the noyfe they make. 

Will caufe Demetrius to awake. 

P^c.Then will two at once wooe one. 

That muft needs be (port alone : 

And thofe things do beft pleafe me. 

That befall prepofteroufly. 

Enter Lyfander and Helena , 

Lyf Why fhould you think that I fhould wooe in (corn ? 
Scorne and derifion ncuer come in teares : 

Looke when I vow I weepe ; and vowes fo borne. 

In their natiuity all truth appeares. 

How can thefe things in me,feeme fcorne to you ? 

Bearing the badge of faith to proue them true. 

Hel.'iou do aduance your cunning more and more. 
When truth kils truth, O diuelilh holy fray J 
Thefe vowes are EJermias.\N\\\ you giue her ore ? 

Weigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh. 

Y our vowes to her,and me (put in two feales) 

Will euen weigh,and both as light as talcs. 

Lyf l had no iudgement, when to her I fwore. 

Hel.Noi none in my minde,now you giue her ore. 
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A Midfommer nights Dream e. 

LyffDemetriut loues her, and he loues not you. 

To what, my loue, (hall I comparethine eine . 
Chriftall is muddy ,0 how ripe in (howe, 

Thv lipSjthofe killing cherries, tempting grow ! 
That pure congealed white, high T4»rwfnow, 
Fan'd with the Eafterne windc.turnes to a crow, 
When thou hold ft vp thy hand .O let me kiffe 
This Princeffe of pure white, this fealeof bhllc. 

HeU» O fpight ! 6 hell ! 1 fee you all are bent 
To fet againft me, for your merriment. 

If you were cimll,and knew curtefie, 

Y ou would not do me thus much iniury. 

Can you not hate me, as 1 know you do. 

But you muft loyne in foules to mocke njc too ? 

If you were mcn.as men you are in (bow. 

You would not vfea gentle Lady fo ; 

To vo w, and fweare,and fuperpraife my parts. 
When I am furc you hate me with your hearts. 

You both are Riuals,and loue Hermia ; 

And now bothRiuals,to mocke Helena . 

A trim exploit, a manly enterptize. 

To coniure teares vp in apoore maides eyes, 

With your derifion,nonc of noble fort, 

Would fo offend a virgine, and extort 
A poore foules patience, all to makeyou fport. 

Lyfanfi ou are vnkinde Demetrius ; be not fo. 
For you loue Hermia ; this you know I know } 
And heere with all good v\rtll,with all my heart. 

In Hermias loue 1 yeeld you vp my part ; 

And yours of Helena , to me bequeath. 

Whom I do loue, and will do to my death. 

ftr/.Neucr did mockers wafte more idle breath. 
2) erne, lyfander ,kecpcihy Hermia ,1 will none.* 
If ere I lou d her,all that loue is gone. 
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